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eyes, " it would be like deserting the colours. It is
too soon ... or too late . . . " he added in a moment
or two, with an echo of despair in his voice.

The reaction to the Right in Germany was now pro
gressing with gigantic strides. The artificial structure
of prosperity erected upon foreign loans was beginning
to totter. Industrial conditions grew worse from day
to day. The soaring optimism of the industrial world
had turned in a few months to a deep depression.
The dizzy boom in prices on the Stock Exchange was
followed by days of abysmal collapse. Industrial dis-
content provided a favourable soil for the unrest that
precedes a change of political direction. The cry
went up for a dictator, as it does in all dark hours, and
was -no longer to be stilled. " Dictatorships are in
demand at present/' said Stresemann half in jest a
few months before, ** and we must imitate the fashion
as we always do." Now he was really afraid: ** I
have the feeling," he said, " that I am truly Germany's
last defence against Fascist chaos. What happens
after me ..." his hand described a gesture of infinite
weariness "... but so long as I am here, I cannot
leave my post."

It was not merely this loyalty to a lost cause that
forced htm to hold out; it was the hope that a speedy
evacuation would stem the wave of reaction and even
force it backwards. " We have not yet been able to
show the people any tangible advantage from our
policy. Evacuation has become a vital matter; it
will not merely relieve the population of the Eiine
from the burden of foreign occupation, and the Empire
from the stigma of constraint; it is now a question of
life or death for the German Republic. To-day, the